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The Tragcdie 

Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names, 

£ht,Mar. Why fo I did, but lookt for no reply, 

O let me make the period to my curfe, 

Clo, Tis done by roc.and ends in Margaret, (felfe, 

£u. Thus haue you breathed your curfe agsinft your 

Poore painted Queene, voinc douriih of my for* 
Why ltrewft thou fuger on that botkd fpider, r 

Whpfe deadly w«b infnaterh thee &houii' s 
Foolc,foole,thou whetft a knife to kill thy fcife,. 

Thjt time will come when thou (halt wifttfcx n - . 

To helpethee curfe that poifoned banehbatkr tosJt, 

Haft. Falfe boadmg woman, end thy irantike cue h 5 
Lcaft to thy harmethou tncue our patience, 

Foule fhame ytpen you, you haue a!! igou'J u/m-;, 
ifi,VV ere you well feru d you would betaughfy t-iu duty,.. 
QM, T o ferue me well, you all fllould do me dutic. 
Teach me to be your Queene,and you my tubiects: 

O ferue me well, and teach your feiues-thac dude. 
f Dorf Difpute not with hcr,(hc is lunatiqtre. 

M „ Peace mafter Marque lie; yotrarc malapert. 

Your fire-new flampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young nobilitie could judge. 

What t’wereto loofeif andbemiferable: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fhakc them, 

And if they fall, they da(h themfelues to peeces, 

Glo. Goodcounfcll mariy.learne it,learne it Marqset, 
Borf. It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me, 

Glo , Yea.and much more, bur I was bornefo high* 

Our aiery buildeth in the Gaedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,nnd fcornes the funne. 

£1>M. Arid tumes the ft. one to (hade,alas,alas, 

Witnes my fonnc,now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright out (toning bcama.thy doudie wraths 
Hath in etemall darknefle foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airiesnealf, 

© God that feeft it, do not fuffer it : 

As it was worine with blond, loft be it (o* 

« ’Buck. Haue done for (bame if not for chantie* 

gM. Vtgc neither charitie nor fhatne to nee? 


Vncha- 


of Richard the third. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And (hamefolly by you ray hopes are butcherd. 

My charitie is outrage .life my ftiame, 

And in my (haroe ftilUiue my forrowes rage. 

'Buck. Haue done. 

CK^Mur. O prfncely Buckingham,I willkiflc thy hand, 
Infigncof league and amine with thee : 1 

Nowfaitebcfalhhce,and thy princely! houfe, 

Thy garmentslri«bt!fp6tted.vviihbur.bloudj -sk ; ?, a 
Nor thou widnirthe compaffeeif my<euife. 

£«<#sNor<m onehefeiforxurfcsbeuerpafre 
The lip^fthofetldtsbbeathtbemdn the ayre. 

QJfti . He not beleeuebmrtheyrafcend the skies 
Andrh ereaWake Gbds gentle Seeping peace, 

O Buckingham bewafc of yonder dog, 

Loqke when he fawnes,he bhes^c when he bites. 

His venome tooth will ranklethceto death, 

Haue not to do with him, be ware of him : 

Sinne, death, & hell haue fet their marks on him. 

And all their nutuft.rs attend- on him, 

(//<?, What doth (he fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing thatlirefpeft my gracious Lord, 

QMar . What doeft thoufeorne me for my gentle coun« 
And foot he the diuell that I warne thee from ? ((ell, 

Q but remember thisan other day, , 

W hea.he (hall fplkc jthy very heart with forrow. 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophetefle s 
Liue each of you the fubiefts of his hate. 

And he to you, and allof you tq, Gods. ; Exit. 

Haft. My haire doth ftandopend to heart her cur fes. 

Riu. Andfodoth mine,l wonder (hepsat hbertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her byGods holy mother, 

She hath had, mo much wrong, and I repene 
My part thereof that i haue done. 

I neucr did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wron*. 

I was too hot to do feme body good, 

That is top colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarcnce,he is well repaid,, 
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